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THE STAGE AS IT IS. 


Ar this period of the season we deem 
it well-timed to take into serious con- 
sideration the present state of the 
drama, foreseeing manifold manage- 
rial difficulties from the apathy and 
want of support on the part of those 
whose duty it is to foster the amuse- 
ments of a great and enlightened na- 
tion. The love of the stage has al- 
ways been inherent in Englishmen; 
from it they have imbibed the rich- 
est and most refined enjoyments ; 
the inspirations of their divine 
Shakspeare have refreshed and im- 
proved their nature, and to the the- 
atre they have hastened as to a temple 
of concord where they have enjoyed 
a temporary refuge from the cares of 
a harassing busy world, and therein 
found repose, solace, and satisfac- 
tion. The stage is a practical school 
of humanity, and under a wise ma- 
nagement is as instructive as the pul- 





pit and as capable of effecting high 
moral results and refining the social 
qualities of the mind and heart. It 
is from the stage we are taught to 
avoid vice and pursue virtue. Ve- 
lutiin speculum. As in a glass we 
are reflected—we see ourselves. Our 
own follies are exposed—vice in all 
its great deformity is exhibited; the 
moral strikes home to the bosom, 
and its impulse is at once treasured 
and nurtured. Affording these high 
attributes then, we are, as ardent ad- 
mirers of the drama and devoted to 
its best interests, desirous of taking 
into earnest consideration the “ stage 
as it is,” and point out how, in its 
present pagal and enfeebled con- 
dition, we can assist its improvement 
and resuscitate its strength. 

It has long been our opinion that 
the laws now in existence in regard 
to the regulation of the drama, both 
as apale our patent theatres, mana- 
gers, and artists, are both injurious 
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and oppressive, and that in a futurey 
legislative session the whole machin- 
ery of dramatic law will imperatively 
demand total renovation and repair. 
There must be an end to a monopoly 
in theatres. There must be an un- 
limited free-trade system in the trade 
of the drama. It must be, as on the 


Continent, the business of the go- | 


vernment to provide for the amuse- 
ments of the people. The Premier 
must be the parent of the Drama, as 
he is the head of all other important 
institutions of the country. The 
national amusements of a great in- 
tellectual people are of the first im- 
portance to a statesman, and well 
does our present Premier know the 
value of a healthy state of public 
morals taking their origin in the in- 
nocent and intellectual tone of 
British pastime. That Sir Robert 
Peel is prepared to legislate and en- 
courage the arts, music, the stage 
and its encircling graces, may be in- 
ferred from his expressed desire to 
grant a sum from the Treasury for 
the cultivation of music as one of 
the grand features in the national 
education of our youth, and this is 
the wise initiative to an entire re- 
form, we trust, of the whole system, 

Look at the position of our two 
great national theatres, and under 
what prospects, in a month’s time, 
they will fling open their wide and 
capacious portals for public patron- 
age and support. Parliament will 
be dismissed, the “ town” will be 
empty, the Court rusticating at Wind- 
sor, the west-end mansions tenant- 
less (their occupants being at their 
country residences, roaming over 


hill, dale, and moor in search of 


blackcock, pheasant, or partridge), 
and our rich merchants at home sit- 
ting down to dine when the curtain 
draws up, and when they ought to 
be in the boxes, sanctioning by their 
presence, as their forefathers did in 
the times of Foote, Garrick, and 
Kemble, the noble and elevating 
scenes of the stage. Fashion exerts 
its evil influence and will not deign 
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to use its patronising air till Christ- 
mas and its. pantomime appear, and 
then the theatre may perchance draw 
out the giddy goddess and reap some 
harvest from the crowds, The emi- 
nent cultivation of the voice, tutored 
and finished to perfection, and exer- 
cised daily within the family circles, 
enchaining its members to the social 
hearth, is another attraction that 
withdraws from our theatres a vast 
proportion of the respectable and 
educated middle classes. The works 
of Mozart, Rossini, and the produc- 
tions of the great masters, are well 
studied and understood, and_ the 


| solo, duet, trio, and quartetto, ac- 





{ 


companied by a brilliant hand on 
one of-+ Broadwood’s _ horizontal 
grands, make up a “ concert at 
home” that, from its quiet conduct 
and scientific execution, would fairly 
command the admiration of a Bishop, 
a Costa, or a Tom Cooke. ‘To this 
rivalry of professional standard of 
performance may be attributed ano- 
ther cause for the neglect of the 
drama, and without at all yielding 
to a feeling of despondency in the 
lamentable neglect of the stage, we 
will point out one other matter that 
has done more to wound the inte- 
rests of the “ high art” than any su- 
pineness among its most zealous and 
active patrons. ‘The stage has been 
degraded, and this we shall have sad 
cause to show in our next Journal. 


ITALIAN OPERA HOUSE. 


Tue Opera is fast hastening to its 
close, and judging from its course 
of splendor its setting sun will re- 
cede from view amid encircling rays 
of glory and transcendant brilliancy. 
The Lucia di Lammermoor, II Puri- 
tani, and a part of the Mose in Egitto, 
and the new grand ballet of Alma, 
with the fairy pirouettings of Cerito, 
Guy Stephan, and Perrot, have been 
performed to suffocating audiences, 
and there has been but one point of 
lament, and that is the fact of Ru- 
bini, the matchless tenor, being ad- 
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vertised for his “ last four nights.” 
“ All that’s bright must fade,” and 
the Bird of Song is about to take his 
long flight to his native hills. Ru- 
bint in a week’s time will take his 
last farewell of his British admirers 
and a wide circle of friends, to 
whom he is endeared by his amiable, 
unaffected, and gentlemanly man- 
ners. He is “ passing rich,” his 
current ‘* notes” being readily con- 
verted into sterling “ gold.” Pal- 
mam qui meruit ferat, If there 
be such a prodigy in town as one 
who never heard the dolce tenore, 
let him rush to the pit and catch one 
expiring strain from the departing 
cygnet. ‘There is no time to be lost; 
the curtain will soon be down, and 
it will shut out Rubini from our 
vision for ever, 

Costa’s benefit is fixed for Thurs- 
day next, and a splendid treat it will 
be. The Cosi Fan Tutte is to be re- 
vived, and the choicest morceaux 
both in opera and ballet will be 
served up on the occasion. Whata 
rich repast. May we and all our 
readers be in good time for the feast. 





HAYMARKET. 


SeveRAL sterling old comedies have 
been revived since our last notice, 
and although the talent which has 
been brought into action to give 
every effect to the acting of them, 
the houses have been but indifferently 
attended, This is much to be re- 
gretted when we consider such actors 
as Mrs. Glover, Mrs. Nesbitt, Ma- 
dame Celeste, Mr. W. Farren, and 
many new ones from the country, 
fail to attract the town. We cannot 
help remarking that the taste for good 
acting and sterling pieces seems 
strangely to be upon the wane. 





STRAND THEATRE. 


Tuts is our home in the dog-days ; 
it is the most suburban arbour in the 
great metropolis, Although oppressed 
with heat, turn we down the long, 
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shaded, and umbrageous vista to our 
good natured Master of the Revel- 
ries, who blandly receives our press 
‘* ticket of leave,” (transporting 
idea!) and we are ensconced quietly 
in the box, luxuriating in a refresh- 
ing arbour as grateful as in a retreat 
in a snug shaded nook adjoining 
Strawberry Hill. Ere the curtain 
draws we think of the Strand and its 
fields, and its maypole, and the rus- 
tic gambollings in the time of the 
merry monarch ; and our histrionic 
souvenirs are only dispelled by the 
ringing of the prompter’s bell, that 
presents to us nature’s best imitators, 
the “ two lucky stars,” Keeley and 
his wife ; never was a happy pair 
better paired off than the quaint 
lord and the talented lady in the fe- 
licitous sketch of Lucky Stars, The 
match is equal, the race is equally 
contested, and the denouement is 
both unique and surprising. We 
wonder not at the crowds that nightly 
flood the barriers of our favorite the- 
atrical ‘‘ summer-house,” for while 
the spirited manager liberally treats 
us to such exhibitions as the Devil 
and Doctor Faustus, Boots at the 
Swan, and Lucky Stars, the public 
can but thank their lucky stars that 
it is their good fortune to witness 
the rivalry of two such stars of the 
first magnitude as the Keeleys in 
Hall’s nightly azure firmament. The 
mercurial Balls still rolls his round 
in this hemisphere in unfaded brilli- 
ancy, and is the supreme Sirius of 
the place. We rejoice to anticipate 
the season will be as plenteous as 
the coming harvest. 








SADLER’S WELLS. 


Ir is a pleasing task to be enabled 
to speak in terms of praise, rather 
than censure, at any time, and we 
do so now most freely. The great 
exertions that are made by the man- 
agers deserve our unqualified praise ; 








increased novelty is produced every 
week, and the result is full houses 
| every night. 
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ALBERT SALOON. 


We have before observed that there 
is no place of amusement so well 
calculated as the one above, for the 
purpose of entertaining those who 
frequent such places for the purpose 
of assisting the numerous benefit 
societies that are in being in this vast 
metropolis ; and it is now our pleas- 
ing duty to record one of these which 
took place on Tuesday last. The 
Amicable United Philanthropic So- 
ciety, we understand, has been es- 
tablished near a century; the funds 
of which are given to the members 
who are unfortunate in business, or 
from ill health compelled to relin- 
quish their occupation, The Com- 
mittee of Management are gentlemen 
in business who seem to feel a great 
interest in assisting their fellow-crea- 
tures to the utmost extent the funds 
will allow; before the amusements 
took place, the Committee and a 
number of subscribers, dined to- 
gether, when Mr. Wilks, the Chair- 
man, entered into a long explana- 
tion of their funds, and was pleased 
to passa very high compliment upon 
Mr. Evans, of Lawrence Poulteney 
Hill; who it appears has been in- 
strumental in raising a second fund 
which is to advance small sums of 
money by way of loan to the sub- 
scribers. This gentleman, whose 
health was proposed by the Chair- 
man, seems much devoted to the 
society and is much respected, and, 
we think with the Chairman, is high- 
ly deserving of the good wishes of 
its members in general. The com- 
pany seemed to enjoy the amusements 
of the evening very much; we con- 
sider great good arises from these 
societies, and much credit is due to 
the promoters and managers. 





COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 
Wootwicu.—Some officers of the 


Royal Artillery, the Guards, and 
the 73rd Regimnets, whoit is un- 





derstood, have “ smelt the lamp,” 
jointly resolved to turn their abili- 
ties to a charitable account, and en- 
list the sympathy of their circle by 
the me of amusement. Wednes- 
day last was fixed for this purpose, 
and the mess drummer of the gal- 
lant ‘“* Gunners” beat “ The Roast 
Beef of old England” an hour earli- 
er than usual. The Poor Gentleman 
was the play selected. They com- 
menced at about half-past eight, to 
a most fashionable audience, whose 
discriminating applause evinced judg- 
ment, not favouritism. 

Norwicu.—The Norwich Theatre 
is open for six nights, it being the 
Assize week. On Monday, Love, 
with the Farmer's Story, opened the 
campaign, and on Thursday the 28th 
The Rose of Arragon was produced, 
with “ Chaos is come again,”———The 
Victoria Gardens, the Vauxhall of 
Norwich, are very tastefully fitted 
up, and in addition to lamp-lit walks 
and fountains, embrace a very splen- 
did pavilion capable of holding some 
hundreds, where the good folks 
throng night after night, and if they 
do not patronise the theatre, give 
staple proof of .their support here. 
Singing, dancing, and the general 
routine of entertainments usual to 
such places, are so creditably per- 
formed as to deserve the success they 
meet with, Madame Caradori 
Allen, Signora Pacini, Misses Rain- 
forth, Bassano, Maria B. Hawes, 
Messrs. Hobbs, Phillips, Balfe, Brad- 
bury, Young, Walton, and Signor 
Rubini, are engaged for the Norwich 
Festival, 


Drvonrort.— The Theatre here 
was opened on the evening of the 
Regatta, when the house was crowded 
in every part. The performances 
commenced with the tragedy of 
“‘ Richard the Third,” the part of 
Richard by Master Owen, who ac- 

uitted himself to the entire satis- 
action of the audience; and the part 
of the Queen was most ably sustained 
by Mrs, Owen. 
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Giascow.—On Monday the Thea- 
tre Royal was opened for a few 
nights by Mr. Calcraft, gene’ 
of the Theatre Royal, Dublin, with 
one of the most efficient companies 
that has ever appeared before a Glas- 
gow audience. The entertainments 
consisted of the opera of Norma and 
the farce of the Waterman. The 
appearance in Glasgow of a regular 
operatic company, complete in all 
its parts, is, from its rarity, anevent 
of considerable importance and no 
small gratification to the musical 
community. We are fain to believe 
that the interest invariably excited 
by the production of this species of 
rational recreation would not be les- 
sened by a more frequent enjoyment 
of it, but rather that according as 
the public had opportunities of hear- 
ing and witnessing the productions 
of great — performed in a 
manner suitable to their high chz- 
racter, public taste would thereby 
advance and improve. 


DuBLtin.—The performances at 
the Theatre Royal on Saturday even- 
ing were for the benefit of Mr. Cal- 
craft, and we were delighted to ob- 
serve that the house was densely 
crowded in every part. The enter- 
tainments consisted of Norma, the 
farce of the Blue Devils, and a mis- 
cellaneous concert in two parts. Miss 
Kemble appeared for the last time 
before an Irish audience, and the 
enthusiasm with which each succes- 
sive effort of her splendid talents 
was hailed was the most intense and 
unanimous which we remember to 
have ever seen displayed within the 
walls of a Dublin theatre. At the 
conclusion of every scene the stage 
was bestrewed with flowers, and 
when, in obedience to the summons 
of the audience, she appeared at the 
footlights, wreaths, garlands, and 
bouquets, were showered upon her 
in unparalleled profusion, 


THE CHINESE EXHIBITION. 
Ws have visited this exhibition and 
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have"to pronounce it one of the 
greatest treats that can be imagined 
to those who would wish to be ac- 
quainted with the mental and moral 
—— of the Chinese, and to ga- 
ther some knowledge of their idols, 
temples, pagodas, bridges, arts, 
sciences, and manufactures ; their 
parlors, drawing rooms, mode of 
dress, weapons of war, their vessels, 
dwellings, and a thousand other et 
ceteras which make up their living 
and moving world. The beholder 
will be much astonished at the vast 
materials and the thousands of ob- 
jects which, by years of patient la- 
bor and unwearied effort, the pro- 
prietor of this exhibition has col- 
lected together. The Saloon of it- 
self is a paradise and has a singular 
effect upon the first entrance. We 
are of opinion the exhibition would 
be seen to much greater advantage if 
more light were admitted into the 
body of the room, 





THE FREE SWORDS; 
A YARN OF THE PYRENERS. 


Mr. Editor.—Although my calling 
is an unpleasant one, despise me 
not ;—I am a Sheriff’s officer’s man, 
in the course of which avocation, I 
was put in possession of thejhouse 
of ye Queerfish, Esq., one 
of those numerous young men who 
get largely into debt with small 
means to pay. On rummaging over 
alot of his papers, I found a packet 
on the outside of which was written, 
“ Should this fall into any stranger's 
hands, when I, alas! am no more, 
let him forward it to The Theatrical 
Journal.” The gentleman being 
dead in the eyes of the law, 2. ¢€. out- 
lawed,—I feel it a duty to comply 
with the author’s request. 
I am, Sir, 
Yours Obediently, 
GRAB’EM. 


( To our Readers.—In compliance 
with the wishes of Erasmus Queer- 





fish, Esq., we have, after much la-: 
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bor, read his M.S., (he is avery bad 
penman) and here present it to our 
readers, and trust in doing so we 
shall please both them and the un- 
fortunate author who is languishing 
in a foreign clime.) 


THE FREE SWORDS.—CHAP. 1. 

** Wine, mighty wine, how potent’s thy sway ! 
*T will drive Care away, make joy abound; 
Drink away, boys, there’s nothing to pay, 
Quickly, boys, pass the goblet around. 

Hah! hah! mirth abounds, 
Pass, boys, the goblet around, 
Rude as this snatch of a song may 
seem, it was loudly applauded by 

some twenty men seated around a 

table, in a spacious cave, situated 

in the romantic Pyrenees, not more 
than four miles from the pass of 

Roncesvalles. ‘They were all dressed 

alike, wore slouched hats, a sort of 

jacket profusely bedizened with gold 

and silver lace, pantaloons, and a 

loose boot which came half up the 

calf of the leg; from a leather belt 
round their waist hung a short sword, 
in which was also stuck a pistol and 

a dagger, whilst the moustache and 

flowing hair gave a wild and not un- 

military look to their general appear- 
ance. The place they were assem- 
bled in, and being armed, all be- 
spoke a rude and lawless lot, whose 
avocation was plunder and whose 
impulse in life was crime. Song suc- 
ceeded song, toast followed toast, 
till the wine’s potent will became 
visible ; amidst the uproar one start- 
ed up and gave “ success to the cap- 
tain,’ another “ that he might run 
away with Marco’s pretty daughter,” 

a third opposed the toast because “ if 

awoman once entered the cave all 

order and pleasure were gone;” op- 
position begat opposition, word fol- 
lowed word, swords were drawn, 

and just as the quarrel assumed a 

serious shape a young man, dressed 

in every respect like the band, with 
the exception of his arms, which 
seemed of a superior character, en- 
tered the cave ; his appearance stilled 
the tumult, and the word “ Captain”’ 
broke from every lip. He Teiefly 


explained that he intended attacking 





old Marco’s house that very evening, 
made arrangements to mect his band 
before the house at dusk, and then 
dismissed them to seek that repose 
so necessary to dispel the fumes of 
the wine that they had drunk. 


CHAPTER THE SECOND. 


The period of our tale being 1813, 
the British troops were quartered in 
the Peninsula, and amongst other 
places Roncesvalles was still held by 
them; Captains Walton and Wallace, 
the former of a foot, the latter of a 
Highland regiment, were rambling 
along the mountain road, when the 
latter in a tone of banter asked his 
friend if he was going to visit old 
Marco’s house that morning. “ Aye, 
that I am,” replied Walton; “ I 
must see the old man.” ‘“ Or rather 
the young girl,” rejoined his friend ; 
‘her black eyes and pretty face have 
laid siege to your heart.” “It is 
most true, Wallace; and, what is 
more, I fear me the fortress must 
surrender.” ‘* And at discretion, 
aye?” Not so; the ring is not 
made that will bind me to one wo- 
man.” ‘* What,” exclaimed Wal- 


lace, “ do you not intend to marry?” | 


“ Marry !” echoed Walton; “ marry! 
psha ! her father is poor.” “ Al- 
though he’s poor he’s of a noble fa- 
mily.” ‘It matters not, Wallace ; 
nobility unallied to wealth has no 
charm for me; the girl is pretty, but 
the refugee’s daughter, the ruined 
nobleman’s child, is no match for 
me.” ‘ Then why visit her ?” 
“ Why, of a truth, a pretty question 
truly; come, come, Wallace, none 
of your morality ; its stringent code 
does not at this moment agree with 
my feelings.” ‘‘ Walton, Iam nota 
moralist, but there are ties which 
even a roué can respect; I have ob- 
served the girl, and feel she loves 
you; have a care then, for no act in 
life is of so base a character as the 
trifling with a young and virtuous 
girl’s feelings.” ‘“‘ Hey-day,” laugh- 
ingly ejaculated Walton, “ you come 
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the parson most admirably.”’ ‘* Wal- 
ton, your levity is out of place, 
your honor more so; as my road 
goes no farther your way, a word 
before we part :—the man who gains 
an entrance into the domestic circle 
of a family through the rites of hos- 
pitality, and abuses such a trust, 
forfeits his claim to manhood or the | 
respect of his friend ; so have a care 
lest we henceforth meet as strangers. 
But my fears are unfounded; that 
day I feel will never come, so fare 


thee well, my boy, till the mess ta- | 
ble calls us together.” The friends | 


parted, and as Walton watched the 
receding figure of Wallace, he half 
muttered, “ He is a noble fellow; 
his creed is a true one, but I marry, 
Heaven defend me.” A short walk 
brought him to old Marco’s house, 
one of those square old-fashioned 
piles flanked at either corner with a 
small round tower, surrounded by a 
dried up moat, and built in the cen- 
tre of a small valley round which 
rose the lofty Pyrenees. 
To be continued. 


TO MY MUSE. 
(For the Theatrical Journal.) 





Tell me, gentle mistress, why 
Thou dost tease me day by day? 
Yet whene’er I woo thee, fly 
Like a sylphide, far away. 
Heaven knows, for thy caresses 
I’d all other charms forego, 
Toiling till these amber tresses 
Faded into whitest snow. 


List then to my ardent wooing; 

Crown with love this fond desire ; 

In old age and grief subduing 

Quench the soul’s poetic fire. 

When, fair creature, I first knew thee, 

Thou wouldst lure me like a fay, 

From my playmates, to pursue thee 

While bright boyhood passed away. 

Let contentment calmly flowing 

Make each transient pleasure mine, 

Or, with inspiration growing, _ 

Take my heart in change for thine. 
Joun OrTON 


Chit Chat. 


We fancy the operatic company at the 
Surrey will advocate a minor in prefer- 
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ence to a Royal Theatre, as Miss Romer 
receives on the average £60 per week, 
Harrison half that sum, and Leffler #20. 
We can assure our readers this is no fiction. 

Hillier, of equestrian fame, has the 
moderate sum of £20 per night for him- 


| self, his stud, and company at Vauxhall ; 
| one reason why the Fire of Iamburg 


took place only on the first night at this 
place of amusement was the expence, it 
costing upwards of £40, which sum is 
nightly paid for the rent of the gardens ; 
by this the public must be well aware that 
a smaller sum for admission than three 
shillings cannot possibly pay. 

We presume by Mr, Selby’s being so 
frequent a visitor at the Surrey that the 
Memoirs of the Devil, about to be played 
there, is an adaptation of his prolific pen. 

We have been creditably informed that 
Mr. J. Wallack has made an offer for the 
Adelphi Theatre, 

At the Theatre Royal, Edinburgh, the 
manager has raised the prices of the boxes 
to 10s. during the time that Miss Adelaide 
Kemble performs. 

A Fat Ghost.—The late Mr. Banks, 
who for many years was co-lessee of the 
Liverpool and Manchester theatres, was a 
very large, fat man, as large and as fat as 
Lablache, the famous bass singer, Mr. 
Banks always played the Ghost in Ham- 
let, and, though formidable looking, a 
most excellent ghost he was. Once on a 
time, while enacting the part on the stage 
of the Manchester theatre, his great bulk 
gave rise to a most laughable incident, 
It will be remembered by our readers that 
the Ghost used to vanish, from some of 
the scenes, through a trap-door on the 
stage. On one occasion Mr. Banks had 
taken his station on the spot. The bolt 
was withdrawn, and slowly descended the 
Ghost, truncheon in hand. The legs 
disappeared in due course, but whether 
owing to the increase of his own bulk, 
or to some alteration in the size of the 
aperture, the moment the huge round 
belly touched the edge of the stage, the 
process of sinking suddenly ceased. The 
Ghost stuck fast in the middle, No con- 
trivance, no squeezing, no wriggling on 
the part of Mr. Banks could force his 
Falstaffian body through the trap-hole, 
The auditory were convulsed with laugh- 

ter; even the Ghost himself, ‘alas! poor 
Ghost,” joined in the laughter, and qui- 
etly submitted to be lifted out of the hole 
by the stage attendants. 








Singing for the Billion.—Mr, Crotchet 
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better known as Tom,) F. B.R.S. M.C., 
most respectfully ‘informs the inhabitants 
of Gloucestershire, Worcestershire, and 
Herefordshire, that he intends giving a 
lecture on the Ist of April, 1843, on the 
summit of the Malvern Hills, mounted 
ona donkey (whose voice is of the most 
sonorous quality, on the utility of teach- 
ing all mankind to learn music and sing- 
ing scientifically. In the course of which 
he will show the necessity there is for 
shopmen, servant men, and maids, to 
quit their employer’s business, for the 
purpose of cramming their heads with 
things “full of noise and fury, signifying 
nothing.” Butlers will be taught to draw 
corks with an air—cooks to fry fish with- 
out any hissing—footmen to walk in mea- 
sured stepe—Indy’s maids to whisper to 
nice young men con amore—grooms to 
gallop with or without (fiddle) sticks— 
bakers to sing in batches—butchers to 
chant in killing strains—shoemakers to 
sole (Far)—water-bibbers (alias teetotal- 
lers) flowing accompaniments — married 
folks harmony, rendered more sweet hy 
discord, &c. All these subjects will be 
glanced at, and illustrations given by his 
melodious pupils. The Bells of Saint 
Mary’s.—Given under our hand and seal, 
Tom Crotcuer. 


Age of Newspapers. 


Morning Herald 76 Years. 
Morning Chronicle 73 — 
Times 57 — 
Morning Advertiser 50 — 
Courier 50 — 
Sun 49 — 
Globe 39 — 


The Saint James’s Chronicle is the oldest. 


Charles Incledon was famous for bits of 
dry, eccentric humour. During the O. P. 
riots, whilst a terrific tumult was raging 
in frout of the house, the management, 
in their dilemma, popped upon Incledon, 
as “‘everybody’s favorite,” to go on and 
=a them. “I, my dear boy,” replied 
Charles, “I attempt to stop that riot! I 
might as well attempt to bolt a door with 
a boiled carrot.” Wishing to give a 
stranger an idea of a man who was ex- 
tremely thin, he said, “ His leg, now, is 
a capital leg to clean a flute with.” 

The following singular accident occur- 
ed at Frankfort :—The entertainment for 
the evening consisted of a piece by Ed. 
ward Devrient, entitled True Love, in 
which was a representation of the seasous, 
the performer who personated Winter, 





wearing along beard, and carried in his 
hand a vessel containing lighted spirit for 
the pur of keeping himself warm, 
Having incattiously set fire to his beard, 
he turned suddenly aside, and in the con. 
fusion of the moment, touched with the 
burning vessel the white muslin dress of a 
young girl who personated Spring. The 
poor creature was instantly enveloped in 
flames, and ran shrieking from the stage 
followed by the rest of the performers, 
but almost immediately re-appeared, ut- 
tering loud cries for help. At the same 
time, the curtain being lowered, added 
fresh terrors to the scene, the audience 
conceiving the theatre to be on fire, and 
rushing simultaneously to the door. For- 
tunately the manager here made his ap- 
pearance, and, assuring them that there 
was no danger, and that he should be rea- 
dy in a few minutes to continue the per- 
formance, at length succeeded in quieting 
their alarm, They had, however, been too 
much excited, both on their own account 
and that of the poor sufferer, and imme- 
diately retired. The girl, whose name is 
Danneker, had arrived only a few days 
previous from Wurzburgh. Her injuries, 
though severe, are we rejoice to add, not 
of a fatal character. The manager’s hand 
was much burnt. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


A Constant Reader.—It is quite a matter of 
taste with some people; for ourselves, if we 
look at the various qualifications of each 
gentleman, we should give the preference 
to Mr. Hughes. 

An Admirer of Theatricals.—We cannot say 
to a certainty, but from his former engage- 
ment at the Haymarket, we have no doubt 
he gets £20 a week. 


To our Readers.—Orders for our publication 
may be given at the Office, to be sent to 
any part of the -—“ by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, Is. 6d. If we pay the 
postage, the quarter will be 2s.7d. The 
second volume is now ready, and may be 
had of our Publishers. 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 
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